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"No, but, Felicia . . . it's serious. . . ."

"It always is,. Bett." Surely she was
laughing too ? And yet he felt she was hurt
with him for taking all this trouble over
Boston. Why ?

" You see, Felicia/' he began again, " he
hasn't got anyone else. . . . Besides, it's
the only thing he's ever asked me to do/' he
pleaded. How difficult simple things were !

Silence.

Then real, unmistakable laughter,

"You didn't think I wasn't going to
come ? "

" No-o."

" You did.   I can hear/'

<f Well, I thought perhaps you might have
something to do."

" Of course I have. But I'd give up any-
thing to break into Mr. Boston's rooms.
Don't you see how exciting it is? Like
Madame Bluebeard. And to pack his clothes !
Why is it, Bett, that packing one's own
clothes is such a terrible ordeal, while packing
some one else's is heavenly ? "

" I've never thought of it/' he said won-
daringly.

" Perhaps you might have the answer
ready by lunch-time. ... We are going to